THE SILENCE OF MAU GLAIVES

the day drew on, talked for her own benefit, without caring whether
anyone listened or answered her,

Florent, as he handed round the dishes, creaked in the depths of his
chest like an old windlass.

Never so much as this evening had Jacqueline felt the disquieting,
hostile, baneful atmosphere of this room, and the conjunction of those
present had never before seemed to her so sinister.

"You used to spend Christmas Eve in Paris in other years, with, well,
with my predecessor/' Gabriel said suddenly, in that neutral voice
Jacqueline had learned to fear.

"Yes, perhaps, sometimes/' she replied.

"It should be easy enough to remember, shouldn't it? Can't you
answer yes or no?"

"Well, yes, we used to spend Christmas Eve there/' she said gently.

"Well, why didn't we stay there and have a party yesterday?1'

"Because I didn't think of it; because you didn't suggest it"

"I did suggest it!"

"Then I didn't hear you,"

"You're lying again!"

Gabriel lost his temper. His only use was to supervise men of busi-
ness, huntsmen and hounds! He was shut up in the country! Sfoe did
not want to take part in any pleasures with Him because she had en-
joyed them with the other I He was footman to a widow, that was
all, footman to a widow!

Jacqueline thought she was going to faint from weakness, exhaustion
and despair.

The blind man was searching his plate with a spoon for the little
cubes into which his food had been cut; for him the whole universe
was contained in the distance which separated the table from his maiith.

Madame de La Monnerie was talking of the Parthenon frieze in the
Louvre.

"AH right, then!" Jacqueline cried suddenly. "I used to be happy at
Christmas, wonderfully happy, as I shall never be again. And all I ask
of you is to let me forget that it's Christmas."

Gabriel leapt to his feet, upsetting his chair behind him.

"Very well!" he shouted. "That's fine! That fixes it It had to
break one day, and now it has. It's broken. Not tonight or ever again;
I'm leaving for Paris, and I'm going to begin a new life!"

He went to the door, caught his shoulder on a stag's hsoni,
muttered: "God blast it!" Then he went out

Jacqueline sat there for a few seconds, her eyes staring into
then she also got up and went out

"Where are they going? What's the matter?" the ifed ipaaa a

"It's nothing, my poor Urbain/* replied Madame de La
"He's a Colonial. A touch of the am!"